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the Guide Michdin. Issy-l'Evfique was the only
possible place: and that lay far from the frontier—
more than a hundred miles.
" Let it go for the moment/' said Jonah, n and 111
wind up, the debate. My report is of very slight
moment, and after the two we've heard it'll fall pretty
flat. But it ties up one or two ends.
" When I saw the Lowland before me, I had the
sense to pull up. Never mind what I thought had
happened, because I was wrong. But I breasted that
rise on my feet with my heart in my month,
" What did I see ? I saw a lorry at rest by the side
of the road and, standing beside it, four figures, engaged
in a furious altercation which was illustrated copiously
by gestures of an alarming sort. That two were Casca
and Woking, I saw at a glance, and, as you may well
believe, I thought that the game was up. I had n0
doubt about it. Auntie Emma had had his way. I
assumed, of course, that the lorry was hi ding the Roque-
fort. It was big enough to have hidden a furniture-van,
" Well, I've learned not to give up hope until the
sentence upon you has been carried out: besides, I
could see no reason for letting Casca know that we were
around: so, before we did anything else, we got the
two cars under cover—that is to say, out of sight, By
Jove, it was as well that we did so, for after devoting
five more minutes to hatred and blindness of heart, to
my amazement, the four clambered on to the lorry
which started to pound towards us for all it was worth.
Then for the first time I saw that the Roquefort was
gone, and a wholly unreasonable hope begaa to lift
up its head.
" We watched them go by.   I'm glad to say Casca
was sweating, and the chauffeur looked tired of lie.
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